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hot it is, how much gold it has, and what sort of women.
I can say, if I wish, that the women are therefore found
out to be the seventh dimension of locality. But I doubt
if I can find anything sillier to say than the physicists'
talk of ten and twelve dimensions added to space.

Let it be realized, I say, that making equations and
functions about a thing does not tell us anything about
its real nature. Suppose that I sometimes wonder just
what sort of man Chipman, my fellow club member, is.
While I am wondering another fellow member, a mathe-
matician, comes in. ci Wondering about Chipman, were
you ? " he says. " Well, I can tell you all about him as
I have computed his dimensions. I have here the
statistics of the number of times he comes (t)y the number
of steps he takes before he sits down ($), his orbit in
moving round (0), aberrations as affected by other
bodies (ab), velocity (v), specific gravity (sp), and his
saturation (S). He is therefore a function of these things,
or shall we say quite simply :
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Now this would be mathematically useful. With it I
can calculate the likelihood of my friend being at the
club at any particular time, and whether, available for
billiards. In other words, I've got him in what is called
a "frame" in spacetime. But just as all this tells me
nothing of ultimate reality, neither do the super-dimen-
sions of the new physics.

People who know nothing about the subject, or just
less than I do, will tell you that science and philosophy
and theology have nowadays all come together. So they
have, in a sense. But the statement, like those above,
is just a " statistical " one. They have come together as
three people may come together in a picture theatre, or
three people happen to take apartments in the same^
building, or, to apply the metaphor that really fits, as
three people come together at a funeral The funeral is